"MIRACLES" )

By Ning Wilcox Putpam.
HIE clergyman shifted in his chnir before the
fire in hiy triend’s room, and broke the static
silence,

“I'hen you refuge to belleve,” said he, “simply
bocause the age of miracies is past/ Well, 1 am
gorry that you let this stand as a stumbling-blook,
more sorry than I can say. Hor although 1 can
show you no miracles I, somehow, belleve,”

“No!” said the Ipyman, “you ocannot convince
me, All reagon stands against the religions idea,
Nowadays, people have to be shown, I have to
be shown, And If your ‘miracles’ happened in the
olden days, 'miracies’ would happen now! I'd
have to see ‘em, old chap!™

Then he arose from his seat and took a box ol
matches from the mantel shelf. Extracting one,
he drew the dead wood along the edge of the box,
untll o Unme appeared, dancing on the end of the
match, He lit his cigarette and tossed the mateh
away. The room was aimost in darkness. So he
turned to the wall, touched & button, and the room
was flooded with light. In moving away from (he
wall he accidentally set the eleéctrie fan in motion.
He stopped It, absent-mindedly, and pushing it to
safety, turned on another kKooh -o that the room,
which was slightly chill de. o lire, began to
grow warm. Then he mure an excuse, and
taking up & ltlle instrument, . joke a few words
with his mother, who was almost & hundred miles
away. When he had done, he came back to the
hearth, and opening & box that stood there, turned
a crank, and immedistely the volce of the greatest
singer in the world poured forth into the guiet
rooin.

During the muslc the two sal very still, and
when they had caused it to cease, the clergyman
glghed and stirred and spoke again.

“l am still thinking of our conversation,” said
he, “and of how sorry I am that 1 cannot convince
you. But, of courge, you have me about the mir-
acles. They used to happen and they don’t any
longer. | must admit 1 have no evidence—no tan-
gibie evidence, of even one!"

He arose,

“Must you be off 7" asked the layman.

“l fear 1 must,” sald the clergyman, looking at
his perfect timepiece, “My automobile s wuniting
for me, It will only take about ten minutes Lo
cover Lhe three miles up town, but I must not
risk belong late.”

“I'll gee you to the elevator,” said the layman.
“What have you up for tonight?"

“We are o see the Holy Land tonight,” sald
the clergyman; “a wmotion-pleture. Very compre-
hensive and perfect in detall, they tell me, Ii is
to be shown at the parish house, As 1 never ex-
pect to he able to go to Jerusalem in person, 1

“am most anxious not to miss any of it. And be-

sldes, 1 have to consult with the bishop about the
offer of one of our members, who is an aviator,
to give an exhibition flight for the benefit of the
churech,"

“Well,” sald the layman, “sorry you have to
leave so early, old chap, but of course ] under-
stand. Guess I'll just say a few lmportant letters
into the dictaphone, send a wireless to my wife,
who salled for Burope this morning, and then
turn in. Good-night! and, by the by—if you ever
run across any miracle, just call my attention to
it/"

“Good-night!™ replted the clergyman, *1 wish
you wouldn't lsugh! Buot If I ever do see n mir-
acle; be sure I'll Jet you know!"—From the Forum.

It has been tentatively declded to enlarge the
Russian cabinst by ten members, five to bhe
chosen fro... the Duma und five from the counell
of the empire, It Is desired to make the cabinet
more thoroughly representative of the peojie, At
first the ministers were opposed fo the plan, bhut
they have recently modified their viewa.

GOODWIN'S WEEKLY.

A MEXICAN MEMORY)

By A, B, L

MAN on a streteher, carried by four peones,

came down the dirty street. He had the awol-
len, distorted face thatl goes, sometimes, with ty-
phus. An orchestrn on the corner played, “Re-
turn Thou to Me, My Love”—but the man on the
stretchor was beyond hearing.

Behind the afflioted one there followed a e¢ar
riage, the occupants of which were drinklng warm
beer and singihg love gongs maudlinly, A man In
the carriage sald: “Pobrecito, he ls better dead.”
A drunken woman answered: “Of a surety he Is
better with the angels, He wns my man for the
four years past. Before that I liad an officer, n
onptain of the old federals, for my man. But he
beat me so one night I killed him. But thle man,
this voluntario, was good and gnve me money and
beans, so for that I love him devotedly, Adios!
such {8 the world: we gel someone we Hke—and
he goes from us llke the shndows of the dawn.
Pass me the beer, companero, while 1 mourn."

“Ah, these be troublous times" cronked the
duenn, an old crone of seventy. "One knoweth
not what the morrow bringeth. * * Pass me thou
the beer that 1 too may display my grief.”

And the dying and the mourners ambled slow-
Iy by ns. We saw the young woman in the car
ringe put her arms around the msn, the old wo-
man drank the heer from the bottle, and the dy-
ing one stirred uneasily on his stretcher,

“Wall,"” ramarked Brown, who was standing in
front of the club with me, “I must get sober and
run qny assays, I'll eée you at dinner at Sternan's.”

A begpar hobbled by, She was filthy andsher
rags {llconcealed the pendulous breasts. “For the
love of God, only one small charity to hold my
soul in my poor body,” she whined,

“l have no small money,” sald Brown. “Go
thou with God and may thy days be happy.”

She left, cursing, and the guard arrested her
ot the corner.

The sun dropped suddenly behind the mountain
and dark followed immediately: there is no twi-
light In the subtroplos, The moon jumped np
over the smelter smoke to the east of town * * *
and the police came out with thelr lanterns,

The provost guard, In high, coneshaped hats,
trotted by, the horses prancing, the moonlight
ghinting from the sllver-mounted saddles, A car-
riage load of prostitutes were having an argument
on the corner with the driver, It seems he had
overcharged them for an alllgator peur salad he
had purchased at a peripatetic restaurant. The
argument waxed heavy and to me through the
velvelt night floated much investive. The guard
stopped in front of the argument and the com
mandante, n captaln of seventeen yenrs, asked
what was wrong. The coachman with much ges.
ticulation of his shoulders, explained.

“Bueno,” suld the eaptain, “this s easlly set-
tled. Pay the man." ’

“But, mi caplan,” protested one of the wo-
men, "“this son of ten thousand thioves is a rob:
ber.”

“This Is of emall import to me. Pay the man."

“But no, ond capitan, If we be shot for it.”

"Refdy—alm—fire,” barked the captain.

Then the guard and the coachman rode away,
leaving the women lying dead in the street

And it was just an ordinary night—From the
8t. Louls Mirror.

‘There is nothing more important to a woman
than saving her soul,” shouted the evangelist.
“Useless it Is keeping her shape,” murmured the
fashion editor, who had been gent to report the
proceadings.~—8St. Louis Globe Demrerat.
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